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for the last time, the theatre of that horrible war; that
he will once more go to the scene of Lady Munro's
death/1
" If you really think so, McNeil/* said I," it will be better
to let things take their course, and not attempt to alter our
plans. It is often felt to be a consolation to weep at the
grave of those who are dear to us."
" Yes, at their grave! " cried McNeil. " But who can
call the well of Cawnpore a grave ? Could that fearful
spot seem to anybody like a quiet grave in a Scotch
churchyard, where, among flowers and under shady trees,
they would stand on a spot, marked by a stone with one
name, just one, upon it ? Ah, sir, I fear the colonel's grief
will be something terrible! But I tell you again, it is too
late to change the route. If we did, who knows but he
might refuse to follow it ? No, no; let things be, and may
God direct us !"
It was evident, from the way in which McNeil spoke,
that he well knew what was certain to influence his
master's plans, and I was by no means convinced that the
opportunity of revisiting Cawnpore had not led the colonel
to quit Calcutta. At all events, he now seemed attracted
as by a magnet to the scene where that fatal tragedy had
been enacted. To that force it would be necessary to
yield.
I proceeded to ask the sergeant whether he himself had